KABLOONA
The moment came when we lost our way in this grey cotton-
wool through which we were moving. The air was dense with
swirling powder; from the sled itself the dogs were visible only
as so many shadowy forms; and Utak left me on my box and
disappeared on the run, ahead of the dogs. First I would lose
him entirely, then he would reappear abruptly and I would see
him nose to the ground, staring, peering, moving with extra-
ordinary rapidity. When the Eskimo wants to bestir himself,
he can move very swiftly. I watched Utak that day weaving
from right to left and back again, floating as if uplifted by the
wind, and that fusion of man with nature was an absorbing
spectacle. Suddenly he swerved rearward as birds do when,
ceasing to struggle against the wind, they let themselves be
borne upon it. Again I saw him, this time running ahead of us
while the dogs tugged furiously in order not to lose sight of him.
A great stone rose in our path and stopped the sled. There was
scarcely time to shake it loose when the dogs were off again as
fast as they could trot.
Now and then the leader would turn round and stare at me
as if in astonishment. He could not understand why his Eskimo
should be floating in the void like this. (The normal relation of
man and beast was reversed: this time it was the dog who was
saying, Tve got a first-rate Eskimo, but there is something
erratic about him to-day.9) Utak was hunting sled tracks in a
storm. Sled tracks axe about two inches wide, and I said to my-
self again and again, trying to make it clear to myself: Tracks
two inches wide, eighteen inches apart, going from New York
to Boston, and nothing else — no railway, no motor road, no foot-
path, no landmarks. A world blank in all its breadth, and
somewhere a pair of tracks the only trace of its length. Now the
astonishing thing is that he found them. Digging with his heel
into the fresh snow, he had found tracks; and directly he found
them he was off again on the run like a leaf in a storm.
Alone on the sleds I let myself go, shut my eyes and pressed
down my eyelids as if my purpose were to solder them together.
Of course it was cowardly of me, but when the wind is cutting
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